SUNDAY  MORNINGS

He had already perfected his slow, sad rhythm
with an almost unfailing sense of the sound of our
words; he had already his astonishing power of
rendering a thing seen in the most exact language.
It is an exaggeration to say that his language was
flawless. Even in his later books there are slips,
usually into Gallicism of epithet or construction ;
there are several in The Rover, and in The Nigger of
the Narcissus he speaks of " a girl in a clear dress/'
a phrase which no Englishman could have used.
Yet there are so few that none, without special
information, could have dreamed that a foreigner
had written these novels. His language is as apt
for intellectual analysis as for physical description;
few writers of stories containing such vivid and
violent action have had his faculty and his
proclivity for elaborate searchings of heart and
conscience, for precise dissection of human
relationships. Nor is he, as he has sometimes
been assumed to be, almost exclusively a novelist
of the sea. It is true that many of his most
memorable characters are sailors, and that the
sea " comes into " most of his books ; but only
two or three of his novels, and a few short stories
have the most of their action set at sea. There are
the stories of the East Indian Archipelago ; there
is Nostromo, which is placed in Central America;
there are the novels of revolution and intrigue,
French, Russian, Carlist, all betraying an intimate
knowledge of terrene communities. And as
one recalls the diversity of his characters one
realises the range of his observation, which
covered almost everything which is beyond the
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